Explosions! Battering! 
Paralysis! Submission! 


Michael Schenker Band 


Bristol 

NORMALLY IT’S difficult to judge the 
potential of a new band on the first night of 
a tour without giving allowances for the 
regular rock and roll breaking in debut blues 
that need time to be ironed out. And with a 
show so spectacular from a line up 
containing so many unpredictable egos, 
fronted by a man with such an extreme 
nature as Michael Schenker’s, it could have 
only been been one of two things — a 
shambolic disaster or a barnstorming 
success. 

Fortunately it was the latter — MSG are 
stamped with the hallmark of stardom and 
judging by the opening night of their ten 
day UK trek, they shou'd be molten hot by 
B the time they reach the Hammy Odeon, this 

Thursday. 

For the uninitiated slobs out there in 
readersville, former UFO axegrinder 
Schenker has made his official return to 
musicdom and put together one of the 
hottest acts since Joan of Arc’s exit, 
featuring Cozy Powell (drums), ex Alex 
Harvey droog Chris Glen (bass), former 
Unidentified Flying cohort, Paul Raymond 
(keyboards, guitar) and new boy from 
Northolt, Gary Bardens (lead vox and 
occasional rivvum guitar), and believe me this 
band are as good as they sound. 

The show opens up with some classical 
pomp culled from the ‘Apocalypse Now’ 
soundtrack, while a light shaped like 
Schenker’s uniform Flying V slides across the 
side of the hall. Once the illuminated effigy 
of the guitar reaches the stage the place 
erupts with a succession of explosions while 


the group attack the opening number ‘Armed 
And Ready’ — and believe me these guys 
are, on both counts with an armoury of 
guitar stacks and Powell's double bass 
drums that attack the ears with a fury this 
scribe hasn't witnessed since he fell into 
Deep Purple’s PA bins (accounting for a two 
year hiatus). 

It paralysed you into submission in the 
most enjoyable way possible. Seriously 
though, MSG are one of the loudest bands 
I've heard in ages. But the volume is no 
camouflage for poor musicianship, you 
couldn’t get a finer collection of players this 
side of Rainbow and the combination made 
for one ef the finest rock performances 
witnessed in a long, long time. 

But enough of this sycophantic stuttering, 
you want the fax. doncha? The first half of 
the set featured material from the MSG 
album ‘Cry Of The Nation’ (one of yer 
dramatic numbers which had its atmosphere 
enhanced by more explosions) and made if 
perfectly clear that Gary Bardens is one 
helluva lead vocalist whose range is as 
stunning as a zip gun, powerful ina 
traditional HM sense (unlike the Ubba Gubba 
whoop’n’yell merchants of NWOBHM). He 
still needs to learn the art of projection and 
sometimes looks a bit lost for movements 
(obviously trying to avoid getting trapped by 
the obvious cliches) but this is totally 
understandable when you consider it's the 
first time he’s been involved in anything of 
this stature and taking that into account he’s 
bleedin’ brilliant. 

The rest of the stage is a blazing hive of 
activity with Paul Raymond alternating from 
a rostrum featuring an impressive battery of 
keyboards to the front wielding a guitar. The 


MICHAEL SCHENKER plays a 
man’s an undeniable asset when it comes to 
getting the audience going. 

Meanwhile round the back Chris Glen 
stalks around his territory sounding as 
menacing as he looks while Cozy Powell’s 
heavy, metallic and thunderous style is the 
icing on the package. A musical stampede, 
the symphonic slammer, a sterophonic 
battering ram, do I need to tell you how 
brilliant he was? Surprisingly enough Mr P 
doesn’t let loose on a solo (although rumour 
has it one is in the works for future aural 
consumption). 

Finally we have Schenker himself, back in 
black (jacket and spandex strides that is) like 
he’s never been away. I've got to admit that 
the new numbers still need some working 
out and it wasn’t until he played some older 
material that I really felt the potential of the 
man and band. During blood curdling 
renditions of ‘Rock Bottom’ and ‘Shoot, 


is finest works A 
Shoot’ some of the audience could be seen 
staring at each other in disbelief, the final ~~ 
confirmation of the brilliance of this dude. ~ 
Not having witnessed UFO onstage (well 
briefly at Reading, although | must add I'm 
looking forward to a proper confrontation) I 
can’t tell you how they compared, all one 
can say is that audience went berserk and 
after an encore of ‘Doctor, Doctor’ everyone 
left the hall with a look of ecstasy on their 
collective gobs. FS 


Schenker plays with a demonic fury that 
rarely witnessed these days (my closest 
comparison would have to be Blackmore), he 
is one of the very few heavy metal lead 
guitarists around and MSG are one of the — 
handful of real heavy metal bands in 
existence. | left the place frothing at the 
ears. x 


